270 One of his friends, appointed as minister to one of the
smaller countries in Europe, went to the Belvedere to say
goodbye. Pilsudsld talked to him about his new post-
about the people, their history, the climate there, various
questions that would come up. After he had been there
three months the man found that the Marshal had been
exactly correct in all his amazing detail.
His pictures show the tightly compressed lips of the
silent man. With friends he could be the most charming
conversationalist, telling some incident from his own life,
illustrating some point with an amusing anecdote, nar-
rating one of his many adventures, making it all fascinat-
ing* He talked extremely well, on the greatest variety of
topics. When he did not wish to discuss political affairs,
he would surprise visitors by talking for a full hour about
his daughters.
He "improvised" in poetry for them. One of his adju-
tants accompanied him to a conference, a strenuous two
hours filled with controversy. When it was over, he went
into the next room where his wife and daughters were
waiting. He sat down and closed his eyes. The improvi-
sation began—poetry, strikingly beautiful, simple enough
for children to grasp—they were then seven and five.
It was about the stars, about Cinderella, about Poland,
and a dozen other topics. The adjutant listened for an
hour, longing to write it down.
He was known as a silent man. General Weygand
summed it up when he said that Pilsudski listened while
they all talked, as if he drew inspiration from himself.
His features showed something of that spiritual struggle,
the outward calm which often marks the man who lives
in upon himself, To a certain extent that was all true, a
secretary says, but he liked to talk. If he went to bed at
one o'clock he would talk to the secretary for an hour,
two hours, three hours, night after night; for he slept
very little—perhaps four hours, never more than six.
There was no theme he did not discuss, and on every
theme he talked well.

